died away the whistle of the Bine-thlrty train drifted
down from the hills.

Two long blasts with dissolving echoes, two short
following ones^ but before it came in sight his cigar was
cold again         lie sat holding it in his fingers

watched the locomotive drag its string of yellow win-
dows up ihe valley and into the hills once rnore^ where
after a time it whistled again^ arrogant and resonant
and sad John Sartoris had sat so on this veranda and
watched his two daily trains emerge from the hills and
cross the valley into the hills, with lights and smoke
and a noisy simulation of speed. But now the railway
belonged to a syndicate and there were more than two
trains on it that ran from Lake Michigan to the Gulf
of Mexico, completing his dream, while John Sartoris
slept among martial cherubim and the useless vainglory
of whatever God he did not scorn to recognize*

Old Bayardss cigar was cold again* He sat with it
dead in his fingers and watched a tall shape emerge
from the lilac bushes beside the garden fence and cross
the patchy moonlight toward the veranda. His grand-
son wore no hat and he came on and mounted the steps
and stood with the moonlight bringing the hawklike
planes of his face into high relief while his grandfather
sat with his dead cigar and looked at him, *

"Bayard, son?** old Bayard saldL Young Bayard
stood in the moonlight His eyesockets were cavernous
shadows.

al tried to keep him from going up there on that
goddam little popgun,55 he said at last with brooding
savageness* Then he moved again          old Bayard

lowered Ms feet, but his grandson only dragged a chair
violently up beside him and flung himself into it. His
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